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Author's Notes: 

Alright, | know | should be working on the next chapter of you-know-what (don't worry, itll come eventually), 
but | had to get this out before | spontaneously combusted, heh. Fluffy stuff incoming in this one. :) Finally, 
something | write that's not super depressing! | noticed that there aren't many Pantera stories on here (once 
again, l'm writing for a band not many people write for), so | decided to change that by creating this little 


thing. Seriously, these two were cute back in the day, y'all need to contribute to the cause as well, lol. 

As always, thank you for all the reads and reviews on all my other stuff; it really means a lot and helps me 
stay motivated to get these out for you guys. :) | really hope you guys like this one-l really do, so | hope you 
guys feel the same way. As usual, | don't own any of the people/bands/music mentioned, only the plot/story. 3 


Hope you enjoy :) 
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f there was one thing Phil did too much of, it would have to be thinking. 


It always seemed to be at night as well, when he was alone with his thoughts running wild in his mind. When 
the room was completely dark, the only sounds being the ones of the outside world that managed to creep in 
through the closed windows, Phil would stare up at the ceiling and just think 


Especially now, when he was out on tour for the very first time. 


It seemed like only yesterday that he'd joined Pantera, as they needed a new lead singer after they'd parted 
ways with the original. Since they'd wanted to establish a heavier sound, they'd gotten him for the job, and 
he'd immediately clicked with the three members already in the band: Darrell, Rex, and Vinnie. 


There were times, however, when Phil's normally high spirits would sink down, and he'd begin to think of 
himself as lesser than the others. He would think of himself as simply a replacement, as that was essentially 
what he was. He knew he was more than just that, but when he got into one of these moods, it was hard to 


pull himself back up. 


All he was was a replacement for the original singer. What if the crowds didn't like him? The band had only 
played a few shows back at home with him as the lead vocalist; maybe the fans they'd encounter on tour 


wouldn't like their new sound and it would be all his fault 


He sighed as he stared out into the night sky from where he sat alone on the balcony, able to see a multitude 
of stars dotting the inky blackness. It wasn't something he was usually able to see back at home; there was 
always too much light pollution. 


Without realizing it, he found himself thinking of his hometown, and a sudden feeling of loneliness washed over 
him. He missed home. Though he would often act as the "tough guy" of the band, in order to keep up his 
"metal status", he was still just a kid - hell, he wasn't even twenty yet. He really wasn't as tough as he acted 
- the guys in the band knew this more than anyone else. Of course, he had to keep up the tough guy image 
for the crowds, but once he was offstage, he was actually just a quiet, shy kid. 


He wondered if Darrell had ever felt this way. Before Phil had joined the band, Darrell had been the youngest, 
only a teenager when the band had started. The thing was, Darrell had always been an original, founding 
member - not a replacement like Phil was. 


He glanced back at the hotel room, and a small smile brushed his face for the first time that night. From 
where he was sitting, he could clearly see Darrell sitting on the edge of the bed, completely oblivious to the 
real world as he shredded away on one of his many Deans. That was something the older boy did a lot: stay up 
well into the night just playing guitar. Vinnie used to yell at him because of that, Darrell had told Phil one day 


with a smirk. 


The moment Phil had joined the band, he'd developed a strong friendship with the energetic, fluffy-haired 
guitar player almost instantaneously. Even though the singer had only been in Pantera for a few months now, 


he and Darrell were basically inseparable. They did everything together. Phil and Darrell. Darrell and Phil. The 


kids, Rex liked to call them, as they were the two youngest members of the band. 


It was then that Darrell noticed Phil staring from outside, and looked up from his guitar with a grin. He set the 
Dean to the side as he made his way over to the balcony, sliding open the glass door and moving to sit beside 
the singer. 


"Hey, brother." Darrell said, and Phil gave him a small smile in return. 


"Hey." Phil murmured. Darrell seemed to notice the younger boy's sullen mood, and moved closer to him to 


drape an arm over his shoulders. 
"What's wrong, man?" Darrell asked. "It's after midnight.whatre ya doin’ out here?" 


"What're you doin’ playin’ guitar this late?" Phil remarked and Darrell smirked. "| thought you told me Vinnie 
didn't like when you did that." 


"He used to be really bad with that when we were kids." Darrell told him. "He'd go out with some friends and 
always say ‘| don't wanna come home to you playin’ guitar’ or ‘Ya got school tomorrow, ya can't be shreddin' 
at two in the mornin!!! And then I'd just yell back ‘Ya ain't my mother! or somethin like that. Then he'd 
actually get our mother, and she'd always say somethin’ like ‘Darrell Lance, you better stop playin’ that guitar 
and get to bed!. Needless to say, that always worked." 


Phil laughed. "Ain't you a rebel." 
"| sure am." Darrell put in. He turned back to Phil with a more serious look. "But really, what's goin’ on?" 


‘lm just a replacement" Phil said suddenly, all the things he had been running over in his mind before Darrell 
had joined him outside rushing forth like a waterfall. "I'm only in the band ‘cuz the original singer didn't wanna 
be a part of it anymore. | completely changed the sound.what if the crowds think | ruined it? l'm just the 


original singer's replacement, I'll never be an original---" 


"Phil" Darrell stopped him mid-rant, and the singer turned to meet the older boy's bright green eyes. "Shut up 
and listen. You're more than ‘just a replacement’, alright? Yeah, you mighta replaced him, but it was for the 
best. He was bringin’ us down. In the few months you've been a part of Pantera, you've brought more 
heaviness and energy into this band than he ever did. You fit in much more than him. You're just..you were 


made for this, man" 


Phil grinned widely at the words. No one had ever told him something like that, and with such sincerity as well 
He could actually feel himself getting emotional over it, something he rarely ever allowed himself to do. After 
all, "metal status". "Darrell." 


"Don't ever doubt yourself, brother." Darrell told him with a smile. "You're so much better than he ever was, 


and ya haven't even been in the band a year. When we start gettin’ things together, ya know, this heavier 


sound we want.its gonna be epic. Phil.we've got a big storm comin." 


At that, Phil grinned, and looked back out into the night sky as he ran the words over in his mind. Darrell was 
right; Phil was much more than just a replacement for the original singer. Sure, the preceding vocalist had 
been a founding member, but Phil had brought life into the band. He had charisma and energy - something 
that had been severely lacking before they'd met him. He glanced over at Darrell, who was also staring out at 


the multitude of stars swirling in the inky blackness of the sky. 


He wondered if the guitar player missed home as well. Actually, now that he thought about it, Phil didn't feel 
quite as homesick as he did before Darrell had joined him on the balcony. He didn't know what it was; he just 
felt..at home when he was with the guitar player. 


‘Its weird." Phil mused. Darrell glanced over at him. 
"What is?" he asked. Phil turned to him with a small smile. 


‘It's like. was feelin’ all lonely and homesick before you came out here." Phil told him, earning a smile from the 


fluffy-haired guitar player. 


"Aww, Phil." Darrell muttered, averting his eyes to the ground as his pale cheeks went slightly red. Phil simply 


smirked and draped an arm over the older boy's shoulders. 


Its true." the singer put in. "I don't know what it is.it's like. feel like I'm exactly where | need to be when I'm 


with you or any of the other guys." 


Darrell simply gave him a smile before standing up, and Phil followed suit. The guitarist draped an arm over 
the younger boy's shoulders as he led him inside, and the two returned to their respective beds as they left 


any feelings of self-deprecation or loneliness outside. 


Like always, Darrell immediately picked up his guitar, despite the late hour, and Phil watched the older boy 
shred with immaculate precision, never once missing a note. He smiled as he remembered their conversation 


outside, knowing that Darrell's words were true. 


Though he still missed his hometown a bit, Phil knew that the shows the band was about to play would be epic, 
and that the crowds would love him as the new lead singer. His vocals had sounded amazing at rehearsal 


earlier that day, as well as Darrell's guitar playing. They were doing great. The kids were alright, as Rex would 
say. 


Phil grinned as he flopped back on his hotel bed. As long as he had his bandmates, it was almost as though 
he'd never left home. 


